)

 lebrasha

v,
w4

CALVERT, : t  NEBRASKA.

——

MISPLACED CONFIDENCE.
I ant me down \Ipn;\'t;;nm:
I coverad with my soft, warm broast

2 I;;.Ilu-h\-f-n oggs o falr nng white
I noaw, or 1 it
A cortain lllhlﬁli | 1, h
Eleven chilohs wou « : sl
Throo weeks in this I‘Ill ! -
Rotiremont ﬂm T ait nn:“rm

My timeo. 1 did not oven take
The nectsaary exaroise,

Fram dawn to dirk, sunsst or risé,
I st there, for dear duty’s sake,

1 hardly dared to oat or sloon,
Lest | should miss the first falut peep,

If over living hon did try
) * iR
o
T heavd the ok st A Qﬂ
1wt ot ghad TR p ‘
L ]

';n rhlv her very llnﬂ'l#: R—
v eleven nn K
Hor utm duty, thon, a4 &
S0 gled | first the 3 e
o glnd wns | whon - .JW

And now the end . ~-
I pray you, let me toll yo w,
' what the sad mwu& I've renpel.

When firat thoy left the nost,

my tai

Wore s with wgroa
wm'ﬁn “anuy my hb&

They waddled] waddledl Do you

As gure as | nm stan ,'1
My every chioken n k!

Imagine, if you oan, in part,

The sadness that wolghed down my heart

When first this broke upon my views ‘

nae af by ! I o
amnd
N

hair pus wabbod T

somapirghts' Ido

n re-olyad, for one, th
mposed uxm. 11 daro
e ’
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’
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lnq_ ‘without. gt

i <Oh,  yes, mammal' @Xclaimg
sy, eagerly, “L know the way, b
go and do the errand and not rul,
wble down, or stop to plsy; or go

here also.” :

pry well, then, I will trust you"
peredl Mrs. Groen, and Daisy started
it with great delight. :
Mrs. n was one of Mr, Green's

-

A few blocks further on lived M,
Chellis, mnd here Daisy made her sec-
ond eall,  Mr. Chellis was st home and
had been smoking and the room 'was
still full of the fragrance of his vigar.

No sooner was, Daiay seated than she

e .

Mr. Olicllis Jadghed and $nid: « have
just been smoking. and, of course, you
are not accustomed to that sort of
thlnﬁ.“

“Oh, yes I am!" exclaimed the irre-
sponsible child, “my pupa smokes,
but mamma don’t let him smoke in the
hns to go down cellar o
smoke." ,

“Well, I' neyer would have believed
it? ejaculated Mrs. Chellis.

“If the truth were always known,
there wouldn't be so mueh to choose be-
twean saints and sinners after all,”" said !
Mr, Chellis, with illsooneenled satisfuc-
tion at having apparently discovered
flaw in his minister.

By this time Daisy’s attention wis at-
tracted by Mrs, Chellis’ hair, which was
quite elaborately ‘done up on her hend
and down on her fon‘hems. Daisy had
often wondeved at its marvellons ar
rangement, and now determined to sat.
isfy her curiosity. ~ * Do you wear store
halr, Mrs. Chellis?' she asked.

Mr. Chellis langhéed heartily at his

wife's evident disgomilture under this
abrupt question, said: * Good for
you, l)::‘ﬂy?“ t

This irritated his wife still more, and
she said:

“You are a ver§ impolite little girl,
Daisy Green; my hadr grows on my own
head.” _ —

.. ; ws
C-l:elllu:‘r::ull
laughing, but Dalsy felt gquite mortified
':t h!ililg called fmpolite; and hastened
] a.'m 2k - !
oo kw o .. . . ('hﬂm&. I thU“ /]
nica I see lots o,hn
ow mamma, I
v ye ourls in

' day, and T wanted
E:

mms buy them to wear on her
. but she snid

) ; o didn't propose to
¢ & suntlower of her head by rm.-
T round  her blagk

)
E

" dw"‘ ’.‘ hﬁr
' said Mr, Chollis.

; 0 replied
rson of seven, *I

3 tha wﬁhor
a uan) _ she'll be wor-
rying if I don't go home;" and Daisy
rose and went toward the door. -
“ Come again, Daisy," said Mr. Chel-
lis, ** I tind you = very entortaining lit-

arishioners; and was quite sick: she
fﬁw Dblocks away, yet it was

n Dalsy, though nearly seven
OId, hiad ever yet ventured alone.
ked on with an amusing alr of
iﬁnpurtn by and soon resched Mrs.
orton’$flger. Mrs. Morton's’ servant

told her that the
L rl
a wonld bé ‘‘verv much re-

lady was dectdédly b Dalsy sald

a

tobear 1t.” andturned away, but
a te he paused to revolve in her

n & plan that had just oceur-

red to her. 'Why not make some more
calls now that she was ont? Mogt likely
mamma would like to hear from some
other people, only she didn't think to
mention it; and Mrs, Burke lived just
around the next corner; so ter Iy
near.  So a few minutes :
was ringing Mrs. Burke's bell. N
Burke came to the door herself, “WE.
Daisy!™ she exclsimed, “did you co
alone?'’ ' sand i

“ Yes my' sngwored mzt;nsll sin-
ner, ** me to ow Mrs.
Morton was, and I thought I'd see how
ou was, I knew mamma  would like to
now,"

* Well, I'm nicely, thank you!"
}wﬁhed'hlrs'.‘ Burke, ** won't you come
np . - . - e

Daisy followed Burke into. the
sitting=room where her litsle girl, slove-
ly little creature about two years young-
er than Daisy, was playing with her baby
sister, Daiay refused Mrs. Burke's in-
vitation to take off her things and phay
with the children, and rested hersel
stifly on the sofa saying: *1 told
mamma I wouldn't stop ‘o play with
any
stylish eall on f'ou. ]

“Well, I feel quite honored,” lsughed
Mrs. Burke, :

*1 should think yow would,”™ sald
Daisy, benevolently, *‘but it's no trou-
ble to me, 1 like to make ocalls, but my
papa just hates it!""  Oh, Daisy! There
was a briefl silence; Mrs. Burke wastry-
ing to crowd out of her trul
hanrt a feeling toward her ministes
would fain have expressed itsell. in™
words: * then I hope he won't troubl
himself to eall here very often,”' and
Diaisy was trying to think of some topia
of conversation befitting the dignity of
her position as a young lady making
calls. At last she opened with:

* Did you go to hear the sunflower
man when he was in Boston?"

“The suntlower man!  Whom do you
mean?’ exclaimed Mrs. Burke,

“Waell, that's what I call him; hae
ealls himself Oscar Wilda, he tries to,
write poetry sometimes when he don't
feel well; my papa went to hear him
lecture one night.™

* How did your papa like him?"" asked
Mrs. Burke.

“1 don't know, but he said he was
terribly asthmatic,” replied Daisy.

“ | guess your father said msthetic,
didn't hap" Rugrresl ¢d Mrs, Burke. ™

“Porhaps that was it." mplil‘d her
ealler, but 1 suppose it don's make
much difference. ™

“ It might make considerable differ-
ence in the young man's feelings!™
langhed Mrs. Burke.

The baby now began to ory, and Mrs,
Burke's attention was diverted from
Daisy n few minutes and the latter sovon
took her leave,

| Daisy took. the m'la-hme !
but in 8o doing had to pass the place

body; and lonq come to make a

| tric natar : had better eut for
home #s fast as these small legs will

tle girl: 1 have enjoyed your ex-
eecdingly.’

“1I'm afraid you don't mensn all that;
| it sounds as if you were making fan of
[ me,” said Daisy."

I'm glad you can see through him,
Daisy,”” interposed Mrs. Chellis, ** he
isn't to be trusted.” ;

o

where Miss E

n Lawrence boarded,
and it ogen )

k to stop there s
Rnoe was & maiden

“ -
her at this weak

I .I _ arking:
it ou'd lomesome,
d maid, I run in

'm sure,” murmured
v Id you that 1
maid ™

5. 0%e heardigny itither SAy you
w ngd she thought it was n great lpil‘.y.
and she said uhuhfuu sl you would be
glad tomarty Mr. 5, said the

terrible eallds | .| 1 =
“Xou may tell mamma that T
am pot eady to 4to Mr, Adam'a
arms. ver," answared Miss Lawrence
shogtly. snd she left her seat and com-

moneed fo water that filled

]ll.! . "luwh By m" ahﬁ cons-
| l{l{' { that you had

' I‘Bnullﬂ’. .
ip'_ hulul.r.;"
would bg distressed
etp about.” Poth felt uncom-

Ay, your mother
he knew what

about her wrong doing, but the child
interrupted with:

“O, mamma' [ most forgot; Miss Law-
rence told me to tell Xou that she fsn't
ready to fall into Mr. Adam'sarins yet."
“What do you menn, Daisy? How

curled up her little nose and said: *“¥|came Miss Lawrence to say such a
shpul #“ thege ywes o queersmell | thing™  questioned  the  surprised
he mother,

“Why, T told her that you thought
she would like to marry Mr, Adama.
*Oh, Daisy! 1 wonder how much mis.
chief you have made this afternoon; I
am &0 sorcy you cannot be trusted;
and poor, discournged Mrs. Green
qukml as if she conld endire no more,
A few days previous to Daisy's escu-
pade, Mr, and Mrs, Green had been
speaking together of Misa Lawrenoce,
whom they both greatly admired, and
Mrs. Green had said that it was a won-
der that o lovely n woman had been
allowed to remain unmarried, and that
gshe should think Mr. Adams wonld try
and get her, adding: 'L don't buliove
she could help liking him.” 1t was this
conversaution that Daisy had 80 strange-
ly misrepresented,  Mrs. Groen went to
see Miss Lawrence without delay, told
her of the message which the child had
delivered, and then made a full and
honest eonfession of the conversation
which had passed between herself and
hushand. Miss Lawrence was groatly
relieved to find that her friend had not
spoken slightingly of her us Daisy's
words had seemed to indicato, and the
two ladies parted as sincore friends as
ever.

A few days later Mr. Greon met Mr.
Chellis on the street, and after chatting
s few moments, the latter, who was
smoking, offered his pastor a cigar, A
little surprised. yot l:LL‘.lr- f the offer na &
joke, Mr. Green Inughibgly refused.
“Don't be bashful about it,"” said
Mr. Chellis, ** we have found you out;
Daisy *lot the cat out of the bag' the
other day."

*1 don’t understund vou,™
Green, with a bewildered look.
 Daisy told us the other day that you
wera a smoker,"' and Mr. Choellis ro-
peated the conversation which had
mssed batween them on the occasion of
aisv’s eall.

“Welll Well! exclaimed the father
of that small mischiof-maker, * the fact
is, 1 have been inhaling iodine for my
throst, nnd Daisy calls it smoking;
keep my inhaler down cellar, and use it
there because the odor is so oftensive.
But I should think people would make
allowances for children's stories.  Daisy
always gots things mixed and distorted
in some way.”

Mr. Chellis made profuse apologies
for having credited such a thing of his
pustor for & moment, but he thought
with dismay of the dozen or more par-
ticular friends to whom he had conti-
dentially imparted the fact that their
pastor was addicted to smoking.

There was also in the depths of his
worldly heart a secret regret at  having
found that the flaw in his pastor's
character was wholly imaginary, yet he
was really an honorable man, and lost
no time in contradicting the story he
had started, and explaining its harmless
origin.

ut the end was not yoet. Whenever
Mr., Adams met Miss Luwrence, Daisy's
words would come into his mind, and
the idea of Miss Lawrence “falling into
his arms’’ did not seem at all distaste-
ful, in fact ench time they met he wus
more impressed that she would make a
very desirable armfull, and at last, in
spite of Miss Lawrence's blushes and
evident avoidance of his attentions, he
roposed and was accepted.  And Daisy
ireen, agide from father and mother,
has no more devoted friends than Mr.
and Mrs. Adams, They date all their
happiness from the day on which Daisy
went out making parish calls.—Mrs,
Susiec A. Bisbee, in Golden Rule,
—_———

That Was Who He Was,

Not long since a yoyng lady of New
York City took it into her hewd to get
married without paternal consent, 'ﬁll.’

oung man whom she loved was ob-
Jected to by her father on the ground
that he was not well enough off; as fa
as the world's goods were concerned, te
take care of his daughter, and, although
he had never seen his intended son-in-
law, he asserted that he was not COmpe-
tent to earn for her u respectable living,

snid Mr.

' fa ol Miss Lawreld o felt hurt that
| her pastor's wife had spoken of her as
an old maid, and the accusation of |
wishing to marry Mr. Adams was the |
it Bitter becatse i the depths of hor |
henst l.lnu;i had b Just such a wish. |
DSy feit hurt advised to go

home; s Ve it was quite

proper Lalj‘?;n:l ome. Bot after
a%ws ation she
E Ea_ fow sté

started. She had |
¢ when

A from Miss Luaw-
r ]
cmﬁ{l aisy,” e exgained, *are

mét Mr. Adams.

you really put alone this afternoon?"
9Yes, I'm making parish calls," she
rvfcﬂl_i(f. with & most important air;
“I'wejust been to see Miss Lawrence,
and Liold ber she'd bettcr get married
to you, hut she sha wasn't ready o,

falkinto your grms yet."
"'iih’;ew}" solaimgd the surprised.
gen sn, *I'm very muclafiaid your

paﬁuh‘n’]l%:mvo. been of i Yery eécen-

‘M£. Adams passed on,
Misa bawrence's win-
dow-he d apy apd, seding her
flowers botved nnd-doailed. “As sne re-

tur il gereeting thd rech of
Ilais,_‘...,w‘c‘ cuusged ber to’l and
Mr."Adams wondared that he hid never

cnrryyvon' a
but as hawpbn

betopemotaed what o very lovel
she was, and hLow girlish,she

wh%u Blashed,
|

peached home “’i‘b"nlt‘i ‘-u“.h&

mI\P} pe, and found her mfﬁh‘rﬁmnh--
ly slarmed at her long absenes. 8y

w nf
foaked,

In spite of opposition, however, the wed-
ding took place at the time appointed,
and it is needless to suy that the futher
wns not numbered smong the guests.
The young people found a modest home
in the nmg!l!n whood of the parental man-
sion, and still the irate father refused b
recognize them. Buthe was not of an
unsocial nature, and he was noted for
making acquaintances on horse-cars on
his way to and from business. It was
not strange, therefore, that he entered
into conversation with a sociable young
man al his side on his way home the
other evening, but it was a little sur-
].rining, as he was rather eautions, that
¢ should have been 0 entirely fadci-
nated by the young man's remarks.
“Why,” he sald, *vou are a person
exactly after my own heart; you iiiup]u_}'
in your words a remarkable business
tact, and are destined to be a rich man.
If it is not an impertinent question, who
are you and what is your name?’ I
am your son-in-law,” quietly observed
the f‘uturu Vanderbilt, as he motioned
to the conductor to stop tae car.
- — o - —
—Clocoannt Pudding: Beat two eggs
with one cupful of new milk; add one-
fyquarter of a pound of grated eocoanut;
mix it with three tablespoonfuls each of
grated bread and powdered sugar, two
ounces of molted outter, five ounces of
raising, and one teaspoonful of grated
lemon-peel; beat the whole well to-
gather; pour the mixture into a butterad
dish, and bake in a slow oven; then
turn it out, dust sugurover it und serve.

rl'll.l:ki_\' confessed where she had heen,
]unnl her mother talked Kindly with her

This pudding may he either boiled or
baked. — Chicago Journal,

Youths’ Department.
“THE SWEETEST MOTHER"

Lo e v Rlpfag pather < ¥
"‘}}",2",..‘,‘:{'-'" of coursn :::m hl'!"
] gum I
Mmﬁ'}'u"uGj nt “?a’n‘#& Meoug,
o .
Little lrl.:m w:-?mu El ;
To himself o lttlo congr: «

“ Some time 11} bo tAll As Fathor  © 3 g '

Though | think s very fu i
Aml‘l'.lf work !?ﬂﬂfll 1 big hm .

And glve t\mwur il the monoy. |
For,” and Httld Hans gtopp lthw‘ '
Maoling oh! pomwf uwid grand,
SO have got the sweetost mothor :

You can find inall thg had*
—Mra M. K. Sangeter, th s

TROT'S ADVENTURE,

an |
'

One fine spring morning o
rirl came toddling in to be
ti‘l' admiring grandmn and nuntios
fore going down town. v

“Tee my tockinga™ she said, holding
out one plump log, and nearly | ng
over as she tried to balanee ‘on
the nther. 2 ) S

“Booful, darling!’' .
obligingly; for i:ﬁ_mr
she thought the rl\-ohl
abomination, and oan
be the "uniy 0
girls,” or anybody else,

“Ogzer one's booful, tool"
holding it out for inspeoct

Just then Trot's'mother, Mn
camb to the door And sal
precious, rung here's the oae’
startled the girl so that she toppled over
entirely, and had to be pioke uc and
strajghtened out by granding, and Kissed
and comforted by her mammn:
her aunties, which took #o long that
two or three. enrs had a chance to
trundle by before they wers ready to
10,

Mr. Dainty's store, so Trob thought,
was a very dull and uninteresting place,
full of big boxes, hammerd, saws, fliles
and nails; so, after she had shown her
new stockings to her papn, she went
ot to the door in search of smusement,
and, not secing anything but a yellow
spotted dog which interested her, she
slipped out and walked  composedly
down the street, o

She looked back onoe or twice, ex-
weting to see mother or father after
wr, but they were busy talking, and if
they thought of her at all they supposed
that she was just outside the door.

Not being at all in favor of straight
lines, she turned up this street and down
that, gazing about her with great de-
li‘ghl and trving to “make beliove'’ that
she was a ** big, grown up lady,"

She did I.hlnE of her mamma onee,
and seeing a pleasant-lovking man driv-
ing along in » buggy she stood on the
odge of the sidewalk and called out as
loud as she could: *Mister! Mistar
Man!"

He looked at the little red-chdekad
mite und drew up his horse, saying,
pleasantly enongh:

“ Woll

“If yon see. my mamma, tell her not
to be worried."’

“ But I'm afraid she will be worried,"
sndd he—T think he must have had n lit-
tle red-cheeked girl at home-—**and you
had hatter get eight inte my buggy and
let me take ynuqmck to her."

*No, fank you!"’ replied Trol, witha
gracious bow; “I've dot to doe dis
way;"' with which she walked serenely
off and left her new acquaintance gnz-
ing after her in surprise and amuse-
ment ~

* Whose girl is that?'"’ he said to hims
sell as he went on, **1've seen her
somewhere before.”

It was not until hours after, when he
met his friend Dainty coming from the
police oflice; that he was able to place
the midget,

Trot made very slow progress, forshe
had to stop and gaze at everything; but
#he had crossed and recrossed so many
streets that the father and mother, who
were frantically searc for her by
this time, were completely off the track.

At length even she 1 1o think of
being tired and going 3 she was

not by any means the same Trot who
hud slipped out of the : r and
started on and exploring e Aor

her hair was in her oyes and her face
was sticky and dirty; also her hands, in
one of which was grasped the remains
of a stick of candy. o

The young man with hairran.rlmi in
the middle was slightly surprised when
this little Jussie walked in and snid.

“I'll take o tick of candy."

“Where's your money?'" he inquired.

“I uin't dot no money, but my paps
dot n whole pottet fuil,* ruplltlJ Lllﬂ
small customer,

**Where is your papal”’

I don't know,” replied Trof, in-
differently!

“ "1l give you a stick of candy for a
kiss,"" said he.

“ All right,”" she said, and, standing
on tiptoe, she kissed him over the
counter and trotted off, avidently quite
sutislied.

She had worse luck in a hakery,
kept by a sour-faced woman, where she
applied for a cake.

“How many do you want?"’ said the
woman,

i "lJu.-il. one," replied Trot, patroniz-
ngly.

l:"\?\:'hm. for? was the next question

“To eat, of tourse!"” exclalmed the
midget, astonished,

** Where's your money P

**Ain't dot none."

“Then go right out of my store, you
little beggar!"' said Sourface, crossly.

place of safety she fuced the woman and
said, indignantly:

1 ain't & beddar! Yon tink hedduars
wear dis kind of tockings?"' and «tnmv-
ing her little foot she stalked solemnly
away.

She still tried to make believe thut she

| poor auecessy she w

and all |

Trot retreated to the door, from which |

was a grown-up lady, but with very
her mammn
more and more with each moment,
/ h sl _.‘Iw_u ﬂulu above admitting
.I t‘“ﬁ .

how

hor the wiy , for her confidence in
the '- pral amiability of human-kind
was shaken l*l since ber experionce
:;‘:.ﬂl' t:k Ty} :;;c‘l.llttle l;:gs. despite

muc . , began to be
fearfully tired, nnd who':ﬂ'hn c‘;‘unl_\- wis

all 0 reilized that she was ex-
o_eutﬁ:n 1y

are she now wan-

oy street, w
dd&. Wl{- ﬂMWﬂM{. with people, and

A  walked along she looked wist-
| “In every one's face, feeling sure
that mmong 50 many people she must
find her mamma; nobody spoke to her,
probably e of that cnlm self-sus-

tuined air of hors, which made her
seem a8 if she knew just where she was
going.
8o tired that she could hardly move,
she at length sat down upon the atep of
aamull store, feeling more forlorn t%mn
she had ever felt in her life bofore, and
wishing to see hor mamma with almost
"ﬁm“ ng tervor,
ut her rest wias not lung; a boy who

had been left in charge t.'v‘f the atore,
feeling the immense importance of his
“position, came out and shook the little
walf riidely by the shonlder, saying:
“ Come, get out of this! We don't
want you bloeking up the doorway!

* You ler me one!" orled the mid.
cly jorking hersplf out of hia_hand;

n, ns the full wretchodnoess of her sit-
untion came upon her, she oried out in a
flood of tears:
* Mamma! I want my mamna!"
**Seo here, sirl  I've a groat mind to
dust your jacket for you!'' said s youn
man who {wl soen _the boy, and heard
poor littlo Trm'nttmlimirfn ory. “What
do you mean by eatehing wld of a litile
girl that way?" The boy muttered
something about blocking up the door-
way, and judiciously retrested. jud
“ What's the matter, dear?"’ .

sald, turning to Trow
L Mn ‘umu ﬁ-

_ | 0" here; my
nn's lost! ME’ , Lool

r amwduiﬂr'tb +arms, and

wiped the tears away gently from her

v little dirty face; he was o vmm;.i
ellow, not more than twenty, l{v!nln anc

even rough in his dress, but Tret knew
that llmnﬁmd found s friend, and putting
both hor plump arms avound his neck,
she said:

*Tuke me to ny mammal'

"“Yes, darling,’’ bo said; it seemed a
long time to Trot since she had
boen ealled darling; and that morning
visit to grandma seemed 8o long ago
that she could hardly remember it

He asked her name, but eould not
understand her answer, though he tried
his best; then he asked her where ghe
lived. **On Bush street’” said Trot;
but she conld tell him no more, only
she could tell the house when shoe saw it

“All right!" said the kindly young
foellow, **then we'll walk until wae |i.l1l—i
il,"

He earried her, for she was too tired
and footsore to walk, block after block,
in the gathering twilight; perhaps he
never realized before how long Bush
street was, or how heavy a little girl
could be, but at last he found it.

*Are you sure?' he asked,

“Tourse I ture! responded Trot,
joﬁully.

e put her down on l.hadoorswq.
and kissing her good-bye, walked rapid-
ly away, not even waiting to be thanked
b{’ that ul father and ‘mt;:her
whose gratitude, w - eould not have
explrnsu;ul; w%% thanks that
night they prayed that a shining mark
mﬁzht be placed that day nag his
name, —Clart @, Dolliver, fn Chridtian
Union,

—_—— . — ——

Grandfather’s Spectacles,

One day Grandfather Shriff lost his
spectacles. ** Where oan they be? May
be they are on the mantel. 8o he
hunted, but could not find them on the
mantel,

“*Where can they be? Perhaps they
are among the books."" So he hunted
and hunted, but could not find them
among the books,

“Perhaps they are in the other room,"’
So he hunted and hunted and hunted,
but could not find them in the other
room,

** Perhaps they are upsstairs.””  So he
hunted and hunted and hunted and
hunted, but could not find them up-
stairs.

* Perhaps I dropped them somewhere
in the front sard. So he bunted and
hunted and hunted and hunted and
hunted, but eould not Jind them any-
where in the front yard.

* Perhaps they are out in the dining-
room.”’ 5o he hunted and hunted and
hooted and bunted and bunted and
hunted and hunted, but could not find
them in the dining-room.

At lnst he asked old Aunt Harriet, the

cook. ** Why marster, there they is,
right on the toﬁ of your heml' And,
sure enough, there they were. Didn't

we all lnugh at grandfather!—Our Lit.
tlg Ones,

o e — S——

~~Somebody writes of Frau Materna
and the telephone; *The telephone
wias another new thing. 1 called up
Chris Ahrens and told him a lady
wanted to tulk with him, and the next
minute they were at it.  All about Ger-
many and in German. Lord, how that
telephone suffered! The paint fell oft
the wires; and =ome of those seven-cor-
nered  words nearly broke the box,
When they got through the telephone
fainted."

——— e —

A convicted horse thief gave n New
| Haven lawyer nsail boat for defending
Ih:m. and it now proves that the boal

wus stolen.




